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The subject assigned to me is "Experiences of an Engineer in Road 
and Street Work", a most interesting subject. 
In considering what I would say the words of Alcott occurred to 
me - "Experiences are one's best friend, teaching best of all the wis-
dom of silence". 
Disregarding his advice, I proceeded to prepare this feeble effort 
of a grown-up boy, fat and approaching fifty, with bifocals and re-
ceding hair. 
I thought back to the days, about 25 years ago, when a highway 
engineer was assigned to the state-at-large and subject to transfer 
from the Big Sandy to the Jackson Purchase and not just assigned to 
a county or district. All of us, in effect, then lived in our trunks. 
Those were the days of the "rough and tumble" spirit-when engi-
neers and contractors settled their differences in their own way and -
then shook hands. I can even hear the mothers in those days calling 
their children in off the streets at sun down, when the engineers quit 
work, with the admonition, "Come in off the streets, children, here 
come those highway surveyors." 
Yes, time have changed - Was it not Fitz Gerald in the Rubaiyat 
of Omar Khayyam who said : 
"Oh threats of Hell and Hopes of Paradise 
One thing at least is certain - This life Hies." 
and he continues to say: 
"The Moving Finger writes; and, having writ, 
Moves on; nor all your Piety nor Wit 
Shall lure it back to cancel half a line." 
The highway engineer of today wears low-cut shoes, nylon socks, 
and, believe me, some wear ties when they work. The incident that 
assured me I had worked for the Highway Department the wrong 
time was when I saw an instrumentman shooting his instrument and 
calling his notes to the chief of party seated in a station wagon, with 
a portable radio by his side. I wonder what Mr. Parsons would have 
said about that. 
I can recall a young engineer, just out of college, assigned to a 
party with another instrumentman. So far as he knows, he was 
the only college man in that pa1ty of ten. He had learned under 
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"Daddy" Newman at the University how to figure curves not bv 
handbook tables but by mathematics. He could not understand 
how the other instrumentman, not a college graduate could figure 
them in half the time it took him. So the two made a proposition_ 
one would teach the other how and in turn would be taught why. 
The one who knew why and not how was "Tubby Sanders"; the 
other who knew how but not why became a life-long friend of 
mine and worked with me for ten years longer, becoming my as-
sistant when I was District Engineer and then in good graces suc-
ceeded me. That man was Lee Puryear who passed away last 
year - he was a true credit to our profession. Many of you knew 
Lee intimately. Barrie once said "God gave us memories that 
we may have roses in December". 
I could tell you many humorous incidents in the last twenty-five 
or more years, but each of you could probably outshadow every one 
I tell you. 
For instance, of the time, a venerable gentlemen called me a few 
days before election and directed that a certain road be surveyed 
at once and stated in substance where the center line should pass 
through certain points. Believe me, six miles of road were located 
in about two days. We shot down the side of the telescope and 
hardly recorded a note. But, it worked. We left two line rods 
sticking in the ground at those strategic points. They became the 
focal points of discussion in that community. 
It was Elizabeth Allen who said: 
"Backward, turn backward O Time in your flight 
Make me young again just for tonight." 
To speak of a "City" engineer implies the existence of a "country" 
engineer, just as the title civil engineer implies the existence of a 
military engineer. That seems, however, a questionable implication. 
Truly, there is no such fraternity. Probably, a better title may be a 
"city-broke" civil engineer just as the "old timers" would speak of a 
country horse not afraid of the old "two cylinder" Maxwell car as 
"city broke". However, for simplication, I shall speak of my present 
employment as "City" engineer. 
Seriously, the complexity of modern design and the rapid ad-
vance of scientific work has further subdivided civil engineering 
until one can hope only to become well-read and keep pace with 
the practice in only one or two phases of Civil Engineering. 
Therefore, let me plead with you that _though we may become ex-
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perts in one phase or may I say "alleged experts" since an expert 
is only an ordinary man a way from home, that we experts not lose 
sight that we are members of that overall profession of civil engi-
neering. 
Frankly, I somewhat dislike to be called city engineer or structural 
engineer, or sanitary engineer. Let's fight to retain that venerable, 
distinguished, and honored title of Civil Engineer. 
A young aspiring student engineer once asked me to advise him 
what courses he should take in college to become a city engineer 
and then how he could become one. My advice to him was - take 
all the psychology, political science, law, economics and public 
speaking offered , 'and then if he has any time left he should take 
some mathematics, science and possibly a course or two in engi-
neering. Above all, I advised him, to be on the alert politically as 
to probable candidates for mayor and pick out a possible winner 
and if the candidate has a daughter, by all means marry her. 
Frankly, I judge less than ten percent of my time as City Engineer 
of Louisville is spent on engineering and that ninety percent is spent 
on such as: 
a - Budget H earings 
b - Committee Meetings 
c - Complaints from Public 
d - Policy meetings with Mayor and others and so on. 
Speaking of complaints from the public you have all read 
"Lemme Doit's" . column in the Louisville Times. You will be in-
terested to know, though the public generally should not that 
Lemme Doit is the City Hall reporter for that paper. He is a good 
friend of mine and is in my office every day. He receives many 
letters a day and only answers two or three and sometimes we even 
help select them. One day a disgruntled taxpayer called me and 
said that unless we fixed the hole in front of her house at once, 
she would write Lemme Doit a letter. I pleaded with her not to 
and she finally relented with the understanding that she would 
give us three days in which to fix it and, of course, we fix~d it. 
You may have even heard of the person who obtained my telephone 
number somehow and called me at eleven o'clock at night to "bawl 
the City out" about the manner in which a street was being con-
structed. The next night at a little after midnight I called him back 
and told him we had made arrangements to make the change the next 
clay. We heard no more from him. 
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In Louisville we have nearly 800 miles of streets - all important to 
some taxpayer. Believe me, we are not permitted to lose sight of 
that responsibility. Recently a man called me. He was fully bel-
ligerent. His conversation started by his telling about his taxes and 
of his demands as a taxpayer. As a rejoinde1: he was informed that we, 
too, were taxpayers and it was fortunate that he had contacted an-
other taxpayer in me to discuss that matter with. 
This sort of "gibberish" that I have held you here with could go 
on forever as the "babbling brook" for as Marcus Aurelius once said: 
"Time is a river of passing events, 
aye, a rushing torrent." 
So I will close - but not until I quote to you what John Quincy 
Adams, one of our presidents, said: 
"Alas! how swift the moments :8.y! 
How flash the years along! 
Scarce here, yet gone already by, 
The burden of a song. 
See childhood, youth, and manhood pass, 
And age with furrowed brow; 
Time was - Time shall be - drain the glass -
But where in Time is now." 
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